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silver 


Author's Notes: 
|1112. This was part of a 30-day writing prompt thing and the word for this one was \'silver,\" which should be 
obvious because I\'m allowing myself to cop out on the title. sighs 


Rick places the small suitcase he has set aside for his capes on the dressing room sofa. Or maybe he slams it. 
Sometimes he underestimates his strength. The force of it makes Jon, who sits on the other end of the couch, 


bounce on the cushion 

"Goodness, Ricky," Jon says. 

"Apologies," Rick replies. 

Apart from the matter of the cape, Rick and Jon are the only two members of the band who are ready for 
the show. Steve is in his dressing room fiddling with his wardrobe of silky floral tunics, Alan is also in Steve's 


dressing room, fiddling with Steve, and Chris, much to Jon's chagrin, has his own cape to contend with. So 


whether Jon has come to him in search of companionship or inciting envy, Rick has allowed him to come 


receive his company until further notice. 


Jon leans forward when Rick unlocks the suitcase. The beads and sequins that adorn his collection of capes 


glow when the light hits them. They shine upward like pirate treasure. 
"They're all so beautiful,” Jon sighs. "And they look ever so lovely on you." 


Rick smiles, then shrugs. "They'd be the first things that had," he says, digging through glittering sheet after 
glittering sheet. 


As he rustles them about, Rick sees that the capes reflect shimmering speckles of light on Jon's face. He is in 
awe of them, and so delighted by the litle rainbows that flutter before his eyes, rainbows that come into 


being and disappear before Jon can blink. 


Rick pauses for two seconds' worth of elementary mathematics: Jon is five years older than he is. And yet 
here he is probably more like five years old. Rick can't remember a time when anything filled him with such 
joy, such wonder. As far back as he can think, he has been so consistently dismayed at the way things tend to 
turn out that he's had no choice but to poke fun at them and laugh. Nothing makes any sort of logical sense 
to him. 


Yet nothing makes less sense to him than Jon Anderson. Ever since the first time he saw him, this diminutive 
pixie of an alto-voiced Northerner in a world of scraggly hideous tenor giants, Rick has not been able to get 
his head around Jon even to make fun of him. Quite the opposite, in fact; he can only make fun of himself 
more in Jon's presence. He can't bring himself to tease Jon. He's seen the way Chris treats him sometimes, 
and the way Bill nearly went mad at the end of his tenure, and it makes Rick want to scoop Jon into his arms 
and whisk him away from everybody, because part of him is sure he can do a better job of loving him than all 


others combined. 


The other part, however, is positive he can't, and it's just another shortcoming for him to poke self- 
deprecating fun at. 


But the urge to hold Jon tight and protect him from anything else in the world, anyone else in the world, is 
hard to ignore. He holds up the ends of two different capes--maybe three, who knows what's found its way 
into his hands. 

"Which one is your favorite?" he asks him. 

Jon looks up at him, and then down into the suitcase, into the mire of the capes. He beams. "The silver one!" 
"Good." Rick pulls the sheet of silver-sequined fabric from the mass. He holds it high before the entire 


garment comes free, and for a second it stands like a flimsy wall between him and Jon, dotted with molecules 


of rainbows. 


He twirls it in the air to adjust its positioning and wraps it about Jon's shoulders. A half of a hug is smuggled 


in there somewhere. 


"Ohhh," Jon sighs. "Like wearing the moon, it is!" He steps out of the way of the couch and spins around, picking 
the cape up as he goes. When he stops, it settles, trailing behind him on the floor like the train of a wedding 
gown when he walks back up to Rick. 


Jon brings the cape around to his front and holds it before Rick. "I'm sure you look better in it, though." 


Rick has to resist, forcefully, the urge to grab Jon by the waist, or his hips, or maybe one and then the other 
and pull him into a long, deep kiss. But he is only forced to restrain himself for a moment before there is a 


knock at the door. 


Clad entirely in purple but for the grace of a fluttering coral cape, Chris nudges the door ajar and pokes his 


head into the dressing room. "Jon, I'm ready," he says. 


"You take far, far too long, my Fish. You may lose track of me someday!" Jon's scold is rendered negate by the 


way he more or less skips across the room to join him. He waves to Rick in a big wide arc. "Come on, Ricky!" 


So Rick moves to join them, shutting his suitcase along the way and hiding the sparkles from the world. He 
takes the one hand of Jon's that is not already buried within Chris' grasp. Because Jon has at least taken care 
to remember he is there--enthusiastically so, at that--he swings it to and fro. His cape flows with the motion 
of his arm. Jon sees the glitter reflecting on his white shirt, and it makes him swing his arm, the one whose 


hand Rick holds, back and forth, too. He is delighted by all of it. And Rick, for all his scathing, is pleased with 
what he can get. 


